For truly, I think, judging by your cheer,

You should knit up a mighty matter here.

Tell us a fable now, by Cock's dear bones!"
This parson then replied to him at once:

"You'll get no foolish fable told by me;

For Paul, when writing unto Timothy,

Reproves all those that veer from truthfulness

And tell false fables and such wretchedness.

Why should I sow chaff out of my own fist
When I may sow good wheat, if I but list?

But if, I say, you something wish to hear

In which the moral virtues will appear,

And if you now will give me audience,

I will right gladly, in Christ's reverence,

Give you such lawful pleasure as I can.

But trust me, since I am a Southern man,

I can't romance with 'rum, ram, ruff',1 by letter,

And, God knows, rhyme I hold but little better;

But if you wish the truth made plain and straight,

A pleasant tale in prose I will relate

To weave our feast together at the end.

May Jesus, of His grace, the wit me send

To show you, as we journey this last stage,

The way of that most perfect pilgrimage

To heavenly Jerusalem on high.

And if you will vouchsafe, anon shall I

Begin my tale, concerning which, I pray,

Choose what you will, I can no better say.

Yet this my meditation is, I own,

Perhaps not free from errors to be shown

By clerks, since I am not a learned man;

I do but grasp the meaning as I can.

Therefore, I do protest, I shall prepare

To take what comes, and all correction bear/'

When he had spoken thus, we all agreed,
For, as it seemed to us, 'twas right indeed
To end with something virtuous in its sense,

iRum, ram, ruff: nonsense words, to imitate and BWX* at al-
literation,
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